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TO BURY QUEEN  MUSIC
IN the days of Aurangzeb,
Whom men called Alamgir, In a stately hall by the Delhi wall,
To the flowing Jumna near, Was heard the zaringa sweet,
Struck by Moussa Ramzan the Fat, While Bulbul twirled her little pink feet
In time with a light pit-a-pat.
The Q&zi had given a feast
For the wedding of his son, And the revel had lasted since morn
Till now when the day was done. The wine-cup circled free
And loud was the laugh and jest, The zariuga twanged and the cymbals banged
And Bulbul danced her best.   .
She languished with lovelit eyes,
She blushed like a budding rose, And the silver bells rang to the song she sang,
As she stamped with her tiny toes,